He was the first that more desir'd to have
One than another; first that e'er did crave
'    Love by mute signs, and had no power to speak;
First that could make love-faces, or could do
The vaulter's somersalts, or us'd to woo
With hoiting gambols, his own bones to break,
To make his mistress merry, or to wreak
Her anger on himself.    Sins against kind
They eas'ly do that can let feed their mind
With outward beauty;

beauty they in boys and beasts do find.

By this misled too low things men have prov'd,

And too high; beasts and angels have fyeen lov'd:

This ape, though else through-vain, in this was wise;

He reached at things too high, but open way

There was and he knew not she would say Nay.

His toys prevail not; likelier means he tries;

He gazeth on her face with tear-shot eyes,

And uplifts subtilely, with his russet paw,

Her kid-skin apron without fear or awe

Of Nature; Nature hath no gaol, though she hath law.

First she was silly, and knew not what he meant:
That virtue, by his touches chaft and spent,